FEET OF CLAY

and active Master of the Hunt; then followed a row of members of the
hunt with short necks, long noses, bony hands and irascible eyebrows,
among which appeared the kindly round face of Commandant Gilon as
well as the peculiar, hieratic, brick-coloured face of an immense Dutch
1 baron, who knew nothing whatever about hunting and who had been
up to the neck in whisky since ten o'clock that morning.

The row of women presented a series of three-cornered hats decor-
ated with short feathers and gold lace, poised at different levels on the
bluish-white hair of the Comtesse de La Monnerie, the ash-blonde hair
of Jacqueline., the black hair of her cousin Isabelle, the dull hair, above
powderless faces, of several chatelaines,, exhausted from having borne
too many children, above the long face of Mademoiselle de Longue-
boile, an old maid of fifty with the figure of a horsewoman and the
hands of a man.

Gabriel was depressed. He felt embarrassed in his too-new clothes,
whose brightness contrasted with the old coats that had been washec
by the winter snows and the rains of March, faded by the sun, stainec
with sap and the sweat of horses, which all his neighbours wore.

Moreover, Madame de La Monnerie had found occasion that morn-
ing to say to Jacqueline in his presence: "How extraordinarily like
Francois he looks dressed in those clothes; it's really astonishing! And
indeed your first husband had the same taste for wearing that kind of
disguise."

She herself hated hunting and appeared only once a year, for the
feast of Saint Hubert, like a queen who submits to some obligation of
the court

Since the beginning of the ceremony Gabriel had not taken his eyes
from his wife; he watched her with the tenacity of a jealous man keep-
ing his eye on a flirt, as if he hoped to intercept some glance between
her and Heaven.

"She must be thinking of him at this moment," he thought. "Here
I am in the same stall; she's looking at me, and I'm sure she's seeing
him in my place."

. Church, no matter what church, was in any case the place where
he most disliked going with her or seeing her go alone. For he knew
without any doubt whatever that she there evoked the memory of the
dead man, and on each occasion renewed a mystical conversation with

When Jacqueline had asked Gabriel, on their return from Italy, that
fey should have separate rooms, she had committed the error of giving
tffin the true reason: "When you sleep beside me I can't say my
praiyeirs." ,/

*>iWfckh he had interpreted without difficulty as meaning: "Your
ppaseiiea embarrasses me when I want to pray for FranQois." And he
idHfted al pious exercises, all religious devotions.
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